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THE WEATHER..Official forecasts for t«-day indicate fair
and warmer weather.

^ Honor to the Sheriff of Luzerne County!

ARE THEY ~New York Sun___
This Is the comment upon the Hazletonmassacre of the newspaper In

BY POLITICS? New York which, being the latest convertto Republicanism, is most zealous

tf all in its service of that party. The Tribune, edited by
m. rentleman whom the Republican party made its candi-

date for Vice-President and who recently by appointment
of a Republican President represented the people of the

^United States at the Victorian jubilee, has nothing' to say

editorially of the shooting down of the workingmen at

iHazIeton. The killing of twenty-one miners and the

wounding of forty-two others inspires in the editorial mind

lt>f the always "regular" Republican Press only the thought
that the Sheriff, "being probably professional in politics
jand amateur In police work, has performed it [his duty]
fa a bungling and bloody way." The Times, which if not

Republican Is reliably anti-Democratic, has no opinion.
;6o, too, the Herald; while the World, despite much professeddevotion to the rights and liberties of the humbler

Jlaases, confines its indignation to Its news columns.

The heart of a humane man is sorely touched by the

thought of the agony caused by this frightful massacre
' workingmen, many of whom leave loving and dependrelativesbehind them. To the mind of the sincere

-~i' the conclusion from the facts as thus far pubisirresistibly that the Sheriff acted brutally and

ily, and that his followers were wanton and mur^sin their use of their rifles against an unarmed and

.eeing mob. Yet the whole anti-Democratic press of New

York City Is either silent or apologetic in its comments

upon the crime.
Is it possiible, In view of the pending election, that the

Eact the Sheriff of Luzerne County is a Republican has

anything to do with this curious unanimity of policy?

Government by the minority In this city has resulted in ten

thousand vacant stores. The enlarged Democracy of the Greater

Mew York will elect a Mayor pledged to progress, economy and
Sko. nuieinn nt vWnco nolicies in the affairs of the metropolis.

What Is this revolutionary admission

THE WOMEN which Mr. Dingley has made to the

pAY world through the columns of the

Journal? Is it the American women

THE TAXES. who after all pay the tariff taxes,
notwithstanding the doctrine assidu'r_£? y preached by Republican statesmen for decades that

the foreigner pays the tax? Mr. Dingley is explicit
enough. "Why," he inquires, "should women who are

able to go abroad have the privilege of buying $100 worth

of goods, and landing them free of duty, while those who

remain at home, if they want the same things, pay the

'duty to the shopkeeper in the shape of high prices?" And

continuing, he made even more specific his abandonment

of protection's most time-honored and most specious argument,by deprecating the system under which "a poor

sewing woman" buying at home goods which more fortunateshoppers have purchased abroad "pays her duty to

the government uncomplainingly."
ublican statesmanship has progressed in the directionof sincerity at least. Mr. Dingley is a more extreme

protectionist than was Mr. Blaine, and quite a match for

President McKinley, but, unlike these gentlemen, he adInltsthat the women of the United States who go shopping

pay the tariff taxes of the government.

In 1892 the combined Democratic plurality in New York and

Brooklyn was 101,600. The Greater New York is overwhelmingly
iDemocratlc. It is an Amerioan doctrine that the majority should

>u!e. The next Mayor must be a Democrat.

Twenty-one miners were killed and
+rrrrt TirAiinrlarl Iyxt- the* VaIIavs, nf

A iUH-jr-tnu

* > i~«-a f~i\/ Lhe Sheriff's posse at Hazleton.
MILITARY ^What is the begt answer the anthorBLUNDER.ities superior to the Sheriff responsible

t for the massacre have thus far been

willing to make to the bitter plaints of the relatives and

friends of the murdered and the injured?
Governor Hastings has filled the little town with military,no less than 2,500 of the State troops being there

under arms. The first action of the military authorities

was to prevent the serving upon the Sheriff and his men

of warrants sworn out lawfully for their arrest upon the

charge of homicide.
It should occur to Governor Hastings that to expedite

rather than to impede the prompt submission of the questionof the legality of the Sheriff's action to the regular
courts of justice is the way to re-establish peace and to

Inculcate in the minds of the citizens respect for the law.

The rule of justice, rather than of force, is needed at

Hazleton.

Seth Low says truly that the word "reform" has been ruined

by its associations. The associations with reform in the minds

of New Yorkers afford another reason why the first Mayor of

Greater New York will be a Democrat.

About a dozen years ago, when we

THE were beginning the reconstruction of

SPANiSH om" navy' Spain undertook a similar
enterprise. The old Spanish fleet was

NAVY. about as worthless as ours, so that
both countries began the work of

renewal on substantially even terms. We had one markedadvantage, however. We had an enormous annual

[surplus, which we did not know what to do with, so

that the only limit to the number of ships we could acquirewas the amount of money that Congress was willingto spend. In the case of Spain, every new vessel representedthe bloody sweat wrung from an almost bankrupttreasury. At one time the sale of the national
forests was authorized, to raise money ror carrying out

the naval programme. Later ships were built from the

proceeds of onerous loans. But we adopted the rule of
constructing our entire new fleet at home, of native materials,which necessitated slower work at the start than
in the case of Spain, which had the shipyards of Englandand the continent to draw upon.

The Spaniards now have one first-class battle ship
finished and another completing, against our four in ser-

vice and Ave under way. They also have two ancient
'second-class battle ships, respectively thirty-four and
thirty-two years old, which are undergoing reconstruction
,this year. If this process be well carried out these vesselsmay become fit to make some sort of showing against
our Maine and Texas. Thus In battle ships, which form
the backbone of a navy, Spain's strength is not seriously
to be compared with ours. The best part of her fleet is
her armored cruisers, of which she has nine of over 6,000
tons each, built or building. On a pinch, at least five

|Of these could probably be put into service against us

within the next few months. Of similar types we have
only the New York and Brooklyn. The Spanish armored

cruisers would be very effective as commerce destroyers
If we had any commerce to destroy. They would hardly
venture to go in line of battle against vessels like the

Indiana, the Massachusetts or the Iowa.
Of protective cruisers of the first and second classes,

Spain's supply is markedly inferior to ours. She has five

modern vessels of that type of over 3,000 tons and sixteen

knots speed against our Columbia, Minneapolis, Olympia,
Philadelphia, Chicago, Newark, San Francisco, Baltimore,
Cincinnati, Raleigh, Charleston, Atlanta and Boston. In

smaller cruisers, gunboats and coast defence vessels,
Spain is equally deficient. She Is slightly ahead of us,

however, in the number of torpedo boats, of which she

has thirty-three built or building, against our twenty-six.
On the other hand most of our boats are of newer and

more powerful types, and our flotilla on the whole would

probably be found more than a match for hers, leaving
the character of the crews out of account.

These data will have much weight, or ought to have if

wisdom prevails in the Spanish Government, in determiningthe character of the response to Minister Woodford'srepresentations.

The Greater New York needs a clean, common sense governmentin harmony with the Ideas of its giant population. The nexc

Mayor should be a Democrat.

i The taking of the town of Victoria

CUBA'S HARDEST <3® Tunas by the Cuban insurgents

FOR iS t*18 beginning of the end. General
~ Calixto Garcia celebrated his elevaLIBERTY.tdon to the chieftainship of the rebel

) army by the most effective blow that

has been struck during the present war for independence.
This was no guerilla fight, doubtful in issue and barren

of result. He laid siege to a fortified town, destroyed the

forts and oveh their ruins charged to victory. After this

even Weyler cannot persist in his hopeful lie that the

rebels are scattered, desperate, half-armed fugitives. GeneralGarcia's artillery was enough to silence the guns that

defended Tunas. The arms and munitions of war he capturedwill equip a new corps. The work of freeing Cuba

should now progress by bounds. Spain has not a general
in Cuba equal to Garcia in military skill. He has begun
the campaign by assuming the aggressive, and the next

big news from Cuba will be the fall of one of the importantseaports. The rebels have almost ceased to hope for

recognition of belligerency from the United States, but

they have compelled one from Spain. When Spain acceptedthe prisoners taken at Tunas in return for captured
inotircsnta wm her technical denial of a state of war was

abandoned.
The Spanish generate are blaming Weyler, the Spanish

press is protesting against the sacrifice of more of the

sons of Spain, the Minister of War refuses to send more

troops to Cuba. General Garcia's blow has struck home.

Cuba's independence is in sight.

New Yorkers are capable of self-government and reject the

domination either of a social class or non-resident politicians.
Government by the Democracy is self-government.

Senator Hanna burgeoned out into

MARK HANNA oratory at Burton, Ohio, on Saturday.

UNBOSOMS made tlie sPeecil of his lifesparkledwith humor and bristled
HiMSELF. with facts and argument. We reproiduce these gems for the edification of

careless readers who may have glanced lightly throughthereports of this political masterpiece:
When I protested against majsmg any gpeeuues m uu wiupaignour chairman declared: "You'll do good, Hanna, if you will

only get ur and show yourself."
I want to tell this audience that not all the Democratic pa] rs

in this country can tear us apart or make a breach between J. H.

Foraker and myself,
"Honest men," says the learned Pilpay, "esteem and

value nothing so much in this world as a real friend. Such

a one is, as it were, another self, to whom we impart our

most secret thoughts; who partakes of our joy, and comfortsus in our affliction; add to this that his company is

an everlasting pleasure to us."

At the pending Fall elections the

GREATER voters of the territory embraced in

NEW YORK Greater New York will select sixty-one
members of the Assembly. These

ASSEMBLYMEN, members are distributed thus among

the counties which are to be welded
into the new city:
New York 35

Kings 21

Queens 3

Richmond 1

Westchester (borongh of the Bronx) 1

Total 61

To-day th!irty-one, a scant majority of these Assemblymen,are Republicans sharing with their party
responsibility for the Raines law, and for the persistent
invasion of the right of self-government in New York City
by plotting politicians from up the State,

It goes witoout saying that eviry Democrat nominated
for the Assembly in a city district this Fall will stand

pledged to labor for the repeal or the material arrendmentof Senator Raines's piece of Puritanical legislation.
To mend or end that law is part of the task which Democracyhas set itself, while to wrest from the rural

Republicans control of the essentials of our municipal
government is the ultimate goal to which Democratic

efforts are directed.
Republican aspirants for the Assembly will, however,

be handicapped oy tne mevixaDie appruvai 01 me namra

law and Governor Black's administration in the Republicancity platform. Though their immediate constituents

may condemn both issues, Mr. Piatt, an up-State politicianhimself, will insist on both. It will be proper and

wise for city voters who through motives of party loyalty
intend to vote the Republican ticket to discover whether

their candidates for the Assembly really approve the

Raines law and government of the city from Albanv, or

are ready to put the rights and interests of the city first
and the Piatt rule second.

Doubtless some Republicans will be elected to the Assembly,but it might be possible for the voters to encouragethe development of a school of home rule Republicans.As for the Democratic nominees, they will be

safe on both issues. From the borough of the Bronx to

Jamaica Bay there won't be a Democrat unpledged to

destroy the Raines law and to rid New York of an alien

despotism.

The later returns show that General Longstreet's bride Is

thirty-five years old instead of but twenty-three. This removes

some of the novelty, but detracts none from the bravery of the
groom.

The hardest work in connection with the late convention of the
Ohio gold Democrats falls to the chap whose duty It is to attempt
to explain why it was that the eighty-eight counties of that State
sent less than forty delegates to the gathering.

There can be no discount on the versatility of the Southern
people. Right on the heels of the recent lynching carnival comes

the announcement of the admission of a Memphis colored girl to
the pralaw.

Heicl Buy Hamburg
for a Hunter.

Undoubtedly the funniest thing
that has happened among the racing
chappies .this season occurred last

Saturday afternoon at the Sheepshead Bay
race track.
After the mighty Hamburg had won the

Great Eastern Stakes, we all trotted down
into the paddock to have a closer look at
this wonderful horse.
While we were standing around the colt

and trying to appear deucedly horsey, don'tcher-know,somebody suddenly exclaimed:
"By Jove! but if Hamburg had carried

or.TT Inn.l oo .hot follotir Una 1.

wouldn't have been one, two, ten!"
We looked in the direction indicated by

the speaker, and discovered a chappie well
known in the Westbury set. He was in
the hopeless clutch of a fish-eyed jag. He
stared vacantly and his tongue had grown
so thick that it protruded partially from
his mouth, while a drooling froth did not
help his already indistinct articulation.
Still he was interested in the cooling out
of Hamburg and seemed to have some misty
idea of buying the horse.
"Grand hunter," he exclaimed, as he

lurched up against a stable boy. "Buy him
for hunter. How much's-worth (hie) wonder.Guess stoo valuable for hunter. Bet
(hlc) could jump over house. Guess I'll
(hie) buy him for hunter!"
Then he staggered over to the horse and

tried to take a hand in rubbing him down,
but the alert and jealous grooms put him
out of the way quickly and with little ceremony.After that he started out to find
Hamburg's owner, seemingly still intent
upon buying the world's greatest two-yearoldfor a hunter.
The first speaker was quite right. Hamburgor any other horse that ever lived

would have failed under the "load" that
weighted down the chappie. from Westbury.
The last I saw of him he was still stumblingabout the paddock in a wild search

for Hamburg's owner, and still mumbling
to himself that he could lead the MeadowbrookHunt if he could only ride Hamburg
to hounds.
The conjunction of a red-hot day and an

overflowing jag makes anything possible In
the way of madness, but nothing could
possibly be madder than this odd notion
that found its way into the rum-soaked
brain of the Kleadowbrook man.
Nor Is this the only recent Instance in

which this particular young man has publiclymade an ass of himself. He has becomesuch a sot that he is at all times a
nuisance, and to no one more so than to his
handsome and dashing wife.

li. ms n-it'uus uoii r looit alter tins cnapple,I am afraid that he will soon be dancingin pursuit of blue monkeys and pink
parrots instead of imagining that he can
buy Hamburg for his hunting stable.

Mrs. Ogden Goelet ts safely at Newport
with her father and mother, Mr. and Mrs.
R. T. Wilson.
It is expected in Newport that the Mayflower,the splendid Goelet yacht, will

arrive there to-day with the body of the
dead millionaire aboard.

Mrs. Potter Palmer says that there Is
not the slightest truth in the rumor that
she is negotiating for the purchase of
Marble House, Mrs. Oliver Belmont's grand
place at Newport.
Mrs. Palmer seems to regard the rumor

in the light of a joke, although I can't see
just why she should.
She is tremendously ambitious socially,

and there is no place anywhere that could
better serve her purpose of forging to the
front than the great marble pile that
Willie K. Vanderbilt had constructed to
please the lady to whom he subsequently
gave the palace iu settling their matrimonialdifferences.
Of one thing I am very certain, and

that is that if Mrs. Potter Palmer can
get Marble House at anything llk,e her
own figures she wont hesitate to buy it.

The coldness that exists between CorneliusVanderbilt, Jr., and his brother-inlaw,Harry Payne Whitney, is not of the
latter's seeking.
Whitney would prefer very much to be

on friendly terms, and has even made overturesto that endj but "Neeley" is stiffnecked,and thus far has failed to make
any appreciable response.

A decided chill came over Newport yesterday.Only a day or two ago it was

sweltering in the remarkable and unusual
heat. Last night saw blazing wood fires
lighted in all the cottages.
This caused an exodus for New York that

left Mrs. Burke Roche and Mrs. Stuyvesant
Fish as the principal entertainers of the
day.
The Ocean House will close to-day, and

Newport will put off its Summer garb and

go Into that delicious Autumn quiet, which
makes it so delightful to certain of the cottagersthrough September and October.

It comes to me from London that Mrs.
Samuel Colgate, one of New York's prettiestand richest widows, recently had a

very narrow escape from being burned to

death.
She was with a large party at Goodwood

when some one threw a lighted cigar on the

ground near her.
This set Are to her gown, a flimsy affair,

and she was enveloped in flames before any

one was aware of her danger.
Several persons rushed to her aid and

smothered the flames with horse blankets,
but not until she was severely burned about

the limbs.
All of which teaches the wisdom of keepinga lighted cigar as far as possible from

a pretty widow in an inflammable gown.

Larchinont hit it up lively at the clubhousedance Thursday night. The unanimousverdict of those that were there is

that the limit was stretched.
Larchmont isn't as aristocratic as some

other places.Newport, for instance.but it
is very much warmer.

Of all the new social institutions in the

metropolitan district, none has made quickeror greater progress than the Knollwood
Country Club.

It gave an informal dance Saturday,
when the Knollwoods, who are justly very
proud of themselves, showed that they
can do the two-step quite as weil us they
can cover the golf links.

CHOLLY KNICKERBOCKER.

Greater Constantinople.
[Washington Post.]

The Sultan's effort to annex Thessaly mlghl
stril;e some syinpatnetic enoraa in tms countrj
if he could in any way pretend that it was pari
of a scheme for a Greater Constantinople.

Shows Serve. »

[Washington Post.]
Mr. Wanamaker shows some nerve in that h<

doesn't wait until the Administration reaches
the going-down-hill stage before administering
his kick.

One Day with
My Dear Nephew.
TO land in the old village after on absenceof many years and find myvself personally interested in a small
nephew with fat legs, came in the nature
of a shock, though it was the most natural
thing in the \forld. In a vague way I
had heard of this nephew. I recalled the
receipt in a letter some time previous of
the photographic proof of a nude infant
seated in a large bowl. The inscription

saiu Liiu iiuue miunL

4'^" *\ was my nephew. This,
I understand, is the

/vi^Vwl I.& popular method of
I » starrring a first-born.
J Later on they take
them in groups. How~J"Mf ever. I arrived in the
village bent on if long

The Photograph. season °f' ^f'1rest, and thinking
only of. tills nephew In a casual way.
His mother, who was little more than a

kid when I left home, received me, and for
at least ten seconds utterly refrained from
saying anything about my nephew. He
llflfl Rfiolrfifl mror rvicrlvf- in +-!-*/-» 1 v.T

afterward learned, In order to properly Impressliis uncle, and was still In the upper
regions of the house. Presently I heard
him falling down stairs, having repudiated
the nurse after getting his colthes on, and
the first view I had of him was a bright
red epiglottis from which issued sounds
that jarred me considerably.
When the overture ended I beheld, with

secret pleasure, a really handsome boy of
four years, with soft
brown eyes and hair.
He wore a pink silk a w.
Pauntleroy waist, with t% 0
ruffled front and
cuffs, white linen
knickerbockers creas- fr
ed in the latest style,
black stockings and V -t \
tan shoes with point- \ )y ipr
ed toes. Taking him \ ; W.
as he stood, my ''

nephew quite eclipsed ...

what I had expected, The Real%**andI really felt proud of him. His mother,
seeing me beam upon her offspring, kissed
the child and said:
"Come, darling. Here is your nncie.

Won't you speak to him?"
Fixing his bold, brown eyes upon me, my

nephew spoke:
"Say, gimme three pennies. I've got

two now, and 1 want to buy a popcorn
ball."

I shuddered. Hoboes who possessed one

nickel and wanted another to round out a

night's lodging often made similar requestsof me. Had this cherub already
developed the instincts of a Bowery bum
or is this only the ingenuous habit of extremeyouth? I asked myself. But I

yielded up the pennies.
"What db you say for that?" his mamma

whispered.
"Thank you."
"Thank you, what?"
"Thank you, man."
"Oh, no; not 'man.' That*s your uncle,

and he's fond of little boys. Call him
Uncle Charlie, and he'll like you very
much."
Again my nephew fixed those brown eyes

upon me. A confident smile, superinduced
by the three pennies, hovered about his
mouth, an<j a little hand stole into mine.
"Uncle Charlie," he said, "open the

uncle door for me. I want to go on the
uncle street and play with my uncle dog."

I opened the door and slammed it when
the nephew had passed out to play with
his uncle dog. My sister looked embar-
rassed at first, then she laughed.
"You must excuse the little dear," she

said. "He is not accustomed to the word
'uncle,' and doesn't know how to use It."
But I felt hurt to think that my npphcw

classified me with doors and streets and

dogs, and for the next half hour reminiscencesinvolving whooping cough, teeth,
measles and other things interested me hut
little. We were sitting in the parlor where
I could see the lower part of the front steps
from the window. Presently I noticed a

puddle of water on the concrete walk. It

grew larger and larger, and I finally called

my sister's attention to the phenomenon,
for a blistering August sun shone clear.
We opened the door, and there sat my
nephew on the top step, in the scorching
heat, gnawing at what had originally been
a six pound lump of ice, left in the uncle
street by a passing wagon.
My nephew's ruffled bosom was full of

sawdust, slivers and dirt. So wore his lace
cuffs. Two muddy streams of ice water
flowed from his purple fists to his elbows,
thence into his lap, then through the linen
knickerbockers and down his dripping legs

The Deeds of DraWleicfh.

MR. EUSTACE DRAWLEIGH, havingrecovered from the effects of
his first cocktail in America, proceededto present his letters of introduces

Waiter Was Astonished.
tiom These were for the most part ad-
dressed to eminent literary men, and it
was with no little surprise that Mr. DrawIeigh,when first inducted to that brilliant
and cheerful group of artists that has its

home in Gramercy Park, found himself In

a centre of civilization that would have
seemed equally familiar in London or

Paris. Prom that day he abandoned the
search he had already instituted at the
book-stores for an Anglo-American dictionary.
At first he was inclined to resent the

affability with which he was greeted by
r onmnloto etranwrs. whom he susDected. in

his truly British way, of wanting to "get
a rise out of me, dont-cher-know." Beinggradually reassured of the sincerity of
the hospitality offered to him, he ended
by declaring, with unaccustomed empha
sis, that Americans knew better than anybodyelse how to make a fellah feel .at
home, or anyhow to forget that he wasn't at

home, you know- He remembered too well
the brutal coldness with which a stranger
is regarded in a London club.
But he has never forgotten the mild as!tonlshment of the club waiter wl^o served

; him with his first soft shell crab. Mr.
Drawleigh cut it open, and then tided to

until the rivulets joined the pool at the
base of the steps.
"Come here," said my nephew's mother,

escorting him into the house by the back
of the neck. "You're a pretty sight, I
must say!"
"I wasn't doing nothing, mamma, only

eating my Ice," he wailed.
I confess that I was brute enough to enjoythe spanking. It sounded like beating

a wet towel with a board, but was not
very painful, I reckon. At the end of an

Jb

I ^mJA<& ? (jtoA 11 / \lw
ih<yMprJ\ ±i

^T
I Enjoyed the Spanking,

hour my nephew was wrung out and
dressed again, but the excitement gave his
mother a headache, with a touch of neuralgiaon the side. Swathing her face In
bandages, she rested on a divan and
groaned dismally.
"What makes you groan so, mamma?"

asked the infant.
"Oh, I'm sick, and you made me so. If I

didn't groan I'd die. Run away and play."
Twenty minutes later he returned. His

mother had fallen asleep, and the logical
mind of my nephew told him that his parenthad passed away, because she no longer
groaned. So he hunted up an old black
veil, hung it on the knob of the front
door and came back to silently weep besidethe dead.
Tragic news travels swiftly in a country

town. One rumor said that the reason I
never married was because I had been
crossed in love. Being thus blighted, I
came home and shot myself. Another had
the boy drowned in the cistern, and still
anoiner rumor iuiu now my ini uwiu

at tlio piano while practising a new piece.
Heaven only knows what else would have
happened had not a sensible neighbor seen
tho crape Kid called to investigate.
After that my sister said she hadn't time

to suffer with the headache. Placing a

broad-brimmed straw hat on the head of
my nephew, she sent him into the back
yard to play while I sought surcease from
sorrow in sleep. But along toward eveningpanic again reigned in the village.
My nephew was lost.stolen by gypsiessomebodysaid, though none had been seen

thereabouts in twenty years. But my
nephew's mother continued to swoon at
intervals of ten minutes, while bands of
armed men plunged wildly to and fro on

the main street, led by the constable.
To increase the horror of my home coming,a fearful thunderstorm deluged the

township, and in one of her lucid intervals
my sister said the child would be drowned
anyhow, even if the gypsies didn't kill
him. Just before dark, and while the
tumult still raged in the village, I noticed
my nephew's big straw hat at the lower
end of the back yard, where a high board
fence was In process of construction. With
a griping pain at my heart and sobs in my

throat, I went out to fetch in the hat.
As I lifted it from the ground a muffled
wall floated up from the depths of a fivefootpost hole that the hat had covered.
"Oh, mamma, my feets is so wet," said

the voice, and I recognized my nephew.
The water was up to his chin and. still
rising, hut I managed to fish him out by
the hair. You see he had walked into
the hole and his hat remained at the opening,thus bottling up my nephew and all
the sounds he was able to emit from
the bottom of the hole.
That same night I told my sister I had

received an urgent telegram to come back
to the city, but I lied. The sweet and
holy calm of country life was too enervating.I yearned for murders, trolley cars,
suicides and gas explosions. And now with
2,000 miles between us I sometimes look
at my nephew's photograph.

extract the contents with a spoon.
Mr. Drawleigh has an eye for beauty, and

it is natural that he should wax enthusiasticover the women of New York. Never,
he declared, had he seen a city where there
were so many beautiful women to the
square inch. On the subject of their costumeshe is more reticent, having the Britishdislike to gaudy colors; but in a purely
Platonic way he professes himself in love
with all the women he has seen.

The ways of the Summer girl, it is true,
caused him no little anxiety, because he
held the peculiar insular Ideas concerning
the sacredness of an engagement, which
ideas, he was assured, were not commonly
held on this side. Having recovered from
the shock of this discovery, he gave himselfup to cheerful enjoyment of the greaterliberty that characterizes the relations
of men and women, and his mental horizon
widened considerably in consequence. One
thing puzzled him. Ho was informed twenty
tiraoo n rinv that the American woman was

Invariably treated with a chivalrous courtesyunknown in other lands. Mr. Drawleighlistened in silence until one afternoon,
in a crowded "L" car. a stranger entered
Into conversation with him.

"I want to tell you, sir," said the stranger,"that women in America occupy a

very different position from what they do
anywhere else."

How the Women Stand.
Mr. Drawleigh, looking round at the pale

tired girls hanging on to the straps, said t<
the sitting stranger:
"Yes; so I see. In England our womei

sit down in the cars; here they have t<
stand." The conversation ended there.

Tlie Genesis of
Seth Low's Boom.
m S nearly every well-informed Brooklyniteof the older generation* * knows, Seth Low's career beganabout the time that he left off knickerbockers;and at that period everybody

more than fifteen years old wore longtrousers. The origin of the "boom" which
the Dresident nf nninmMn_ . wvtuuiui(i \_/vriicgc it* eiljoyingjust now may be traced directlyback to "Mike's Lot," and this is the wayof it:
Just one-third of a century ago a vacant

piece of land on Brooklyn Heights, extendingbetween Remsen and Montague
streets, from the edge of the bluff to
within 100 feet or so of Hicks street,
served, as a playground for the sons of
the wealthy Brooklynites who lived In
that vicinity. It may be remarked In this
connection that at that time there were
probably more mean rich men to be foundin that section of Brooklyn Heights thanin any neighborhood of similar size in anyquarter of the globe. And whatever maybe said of Brooklyn, It cannot be deniedthat it retains many of its old-time characteristics.
This vacant bit of land was known as"Mike's Lot," because an Irishman bearingthat familiar Celtic name had formerlylived there, but at the time of which I

write he had gone to his final reward and
ceased to be the terror of the small boyswho swarmed in countless nnmhera
tlie territory in which he had once mled
supreme. It was a great hare expanse offield, and its soil was trodden daily byhundreds of boys who repaired to it after
school hours and all day long on Saturday*to play baseball, spin tops, fly kites or Indulgein whatever sport happened to bethen in season. Pierrepont Park, with its
green grass, forest trees and carefully padlockedli'on gate, was not far off. but nobodyever thought of playing there, not
even the Pierrepont boys, whose father
owned it and maintained it as a sort of relieffor his eyes directly in front of his
own big bouse.
There were scores of boys who found In

"Mike's Lot" a convenient playground,
and among them there were two. at ir*.
who maintained a leadership among their
fellows. One of these was Archie Brasher,
who was Captain of the Brooklyn Heights
Cadets, and the prime mover In every kind
of boyish fun. He had plenty of nccksi
money, and spent it liberally, even goinc
to the extent of providing a Christina*
tree with a present on it for every one of
his schoolmates.
Second to Archie in influence and popular

ity was Seth Low. the son of A. A. Low,
whose ships ploughed the distant seas and
brought back cargoes of tea, and spices,;
and manila hemp to be warehoused in
the great stores that lined the river front
directly under the windows of t~s
mansion. That was before the days of'
submarine cables and steam freight vessels,
and the whole China and East India trade
was invested with a romance that is now
but a memory of bygone days.
Seth is remembered by those who played

with him at this time as a quiet, wellbehavedand manly lad, who was notl
noted for anything in particular, except hisi
pleasant ways and unfailing kindness toi
the boys smaller than himself. It iv
doubtful if any one would at that tlmo
have selected him from his comrades as
a boy likely to win anv especial renown.

in the world.
Brooklyn has not produced very many

famous men, and of the many who played
with the Low and Brasher boys In those
days not more than two or three can be
mentioned who have contrived to lift
their noses above the surface of commonplacelife. Seth Low is, of course, the
most distinguished of these, and I think
that the second in importance is Mr.
Jared Flagg, Jr., who has won undying
fame in the metropolitan courts by rentingflats to disorderly persons and being
arrested therefor. "Jeddy" Flagg, as he
was called in boyhood, was at the time
of which I write a sweet-faced lad of
ten, the son of the Rev. Jared Flagg, ^ho
was rector of Grace Church, the mbst
fashionable place of worship In Brooklyn,
and one that was largely attended by tjie
mean rich men already referred to. Slmeoji
Ford, another of "the Mike's Lot^j
crowd, is now known as one ot
the best and wittiest of New York
after-dinner speakers, and Frank Fot^
ler, who is best remembered beoaurfe
ne naa a pony 01 nis own to nue, is now
one of the foremost of our portrait painters.Besides these there were the Newsmiths,the Sheldons, the Blossoms, Sammy
Barber, Frank Benson, Christmas, Tom McLean,the son of one of the most generousof rich men, and Billy Rensem, a

foundling, who had been adopted in Infancyby the Barbers, and gravitated
naturally into a lower stratum of life a»
soon as he grew old enough to choose for
himself.
Seth Low was nominated for the Mayor- /

alty at a time when the well-to-do young
men of Brooklyn, many of whom had been
hi# boyhood playmates, were waking up to
the idea that it was their duty to interest
themselves in municipal politics. He had
been a leader among them in the days of
"Mike's Lot," and It was the feeling of
friendship and loyalty engendered then that
actually placed him in nomination and trlnmnhnntlvolpctpfl him. If he had con-

tinued in politics his friends stood ready
to support him for any office, no matter
how high, ''hat he might aspire to. And
his friends, it should be remembered, constitutedan element that had come up suddenlyand with amazing strength and had
made itself a tremendous and greatly
feared power in local Brooklyn politics.

It is the same element that has shown
such activity.Ill-judged, at times, perhaps,
but nevertheless sincere and full of mean'ing.in its efforts to secure for Dr. Low
the nomination and then compel him to

accept tt. It is not a large element, but
it is a self-confident one, and it is working
with a feeling of loyalty that began on

the playground of "Mike's Lot" a third of
a century ago and has been steadily gainingiu strength ever since.

It Is an element, however, that fa just as

likely to upset the Low pan of m??k as it is
to turn it into the fine, thick, yellow cream

of political power.

Getting Used to It.
[Detroit Tribune.]

The Administration has finally reached a conditionin which it doesn't shy and prance on its

hind legs every time anybody inquires for prosperity.A Bold Move.
[Detroit News.]

Possibly the announcement that General Alger'sdaughter will marry an American is anothoi
intimation that the Administration is preparing
for war.

i This Is Timely.

j
[Cleveland Plain Dealer.]

j If the crash suit hasn't been cut up Into dnsi

rajs, now is the time to resurrect It.


